CHAPTER           NINE
self, for such an observation would stamp one
instantly as a provincial. Nobody else seems to see
anything particularly remarkable in it. Over in the
corner, next to a 'lady* who looks like a policeman
gone astray, sits one of New York's most popular
actresses, whose private life is a model of discretion.
Close by her is one of the season's debutantes, look-
ing almost bored by the propriety of the proceedings.
Why, then, should it shock me?
It shocked me for one reason only, to which I shall
refer later. The fact that I was surrounded by men
dressed as women seemed to me a matter which con-
cerned those men alone. If I didn't happen to like it,
I could do the other thing, and go outside. If they
wished to dress up in this manner, I fail to see any
reason why they should be prevented from doing so,
any more than I should be prevented from parading
Fifth Avenue in the costume of Queen Elizabeth, ff
the mood so seized me. Indeed, life would obviously
be considerably more entertaining were the practice
extended. The dullest speech of the dullest Senator
would gain a certain piquancy if the orator were
clothed in a short satin frock, and emphasized his
points by waggling his pearls in the Speaker's face*
Nor was I disturbed from any moral indignation.
In this year of 1928 it should be evident even to the
most clouded mentalities that there are as many
grades of sex as there are grades of intellect, and that
pity, rather than blame, is the only punitive attitude
which a civilized community can decently adopt
towards persons such as I saw that night.
No -1 was not shocked for any reasons so puerile.
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